you please, help to unpack the articles and1 check again.
If there is any uncertainty, call upon me for help. I am
glad to give at. When all is unpacked, I myself will come
and examine everything.'
'Thank you, sir,' I-wan i$urmured. This little man
was so calmly full of authority, in spite of his childlike
reyes, that one's instinct was to obey him. Shio touched a
bell, and the bowlegged girl in her black skirt and white
blouse appeared, and I-wan followed her into a square
hall where ten clerks bent over their desks.
'Here, if you please,' the girl said in a smiling hissing
whisper. She paused by a desk near the window, and
bowing slightly, went away.
I-wan found himself looking down into a wide clean
treeless street, edged with squat houses and open shops.
Beyond was the brilliant blue harbour, where ships lay
resting. Around him in this room no one moved. There
was absolute silence. As he looked he met hasty secret
glances from the corners of eyes turned for an instant
in his direction. He felt suddenly for the first time a
stranger in Japan, and that he missed Bunji very much.
Here he knew no one. The heads were all studiously
bent now. No one moved except to open a drawer or
reach for a pen. There was the atmosphere of a rigid
discipline. He hesitated a moment, then felt his gaze
caught towards a door. It was open, and a man stood
there watching him. 'Have you your assignment, Mr,
Wu?' he called.
*Yes, sir,' I-wan replied.
'Hah!' the man said.
"It was a command to work, and I-wan opened the folder
before him. Not a head in the room had moved.
When he came to his room three days later he found
Tama's letter.
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